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This she acts calmer; like heav'n's brand

The steadfast lightning, slow love's dart,           20

She kills but ere we feel the smart.

Oh, she is constant as the wind

That revels in an ev'ning's air!
Certain, as ways unto the blind,

More real than her flatt'ries are;                        25

Gentle, as chains that honour bind,

More faithful than an Hebrew Jew,

But as the Devil not half so true.

TO MY LADY H.

ODE

TELL me, ye subtle judges in love's treasury,
Inform me which hath most enrich'd mine eye,
This diamond's greatness, or its clarity?

Ye cloudy spark-lights, whose vast multitude

Of fires are harder to be found than view'd,                   5

Wait on this star in her first magnitude.

Calmly or roughly, ah! she shines too much!

That now I lie (her influence is such)

Crash'd with too strong a hand, or soft a touch.

Lovers, beware! a certain, double harm                       10

Waits your proud hopes, her looks' all-killing charm,
Guarded by her as true victorious arm.

Thus with her eyes brave Tamyris spake dread,
Which when the king's dull breast not entered,
Finding she could not look, she strook him dead.          15

LA BELLA BONA-ROBA

I CANNOT tell who loves the skeleton

Of a poor marmoset, naught but bone, bone:

Give me a nakedness with her clothes on.

Such whose white-satin upper coat of skin,
Cut upon velvet rich incarnadin,
lias yet a body (and of flesh) within.